JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
He suggested we should go and see Kaxsavina afterwards.
I said I was too ill, and I was. But I might have been warned
by Hughie that Bruce was Karsavina's husband.
I shall finish the 3rd act of play to-morrow. This act seems
pretty good, but naturally I fear for the fourth act now.
Last Saturday with Leslie Green to the Finals of the Frinton
Lawn Tennis Tournament. I had a longish talk with Mrs.
Lambert Chambers, who in her talk, herself, and her play, fulfilled
my hopes of the truly classic player. I liked her.
August itfh to 20th.
Motor tour with Beaverbrook to Aberdeen.
I only saw Max afraid or out of feather once, and that was
when we landed in a poor hotel at Perth on Sunday after-
noon for the night. He could not stick it. We went on to
Aberdeen.
We travelled up to the rate of 75 m.p.h. Passed a racing
Mercedes at 69! and somewhere near Forfar on the way to
Stirling, killed 3 partridges on the wind-screen out of a covey
that was picking in the middle of the road and failed to get up
quick enough.
Max's interest in the Border—chieftain robbers and their
keeps and methods—was very noticeable. He returned to the
subject again and again.
He told me that someone said of him : " He began at	1
and	wasn't big enough.   He left Montreal because
Montreal wasn't big enough. He went to London and London
wasn't big enough, and when he gets to hell he'll be too big for
hell"
At Perth, dining, we met Lord Dewar. Excessively rich,
but won't spend money. He said sorrowfully that he would
have to spend 7 hours in the train the next day in order to get
to Harrogate. The idea of having a car had not apparently
occurred to hfrn,
Max gave me the history of the last 15 years of his father's
life, beginning with the old man's phrase when he retired from
the pastorate at the age of 70: "The evening mists are
gathering,"—meaning that doubts had come to him about the
reliability of the doctrines he had been preaching. He died
1 So in the MS.   Probably the place is Halifax.
254

